226               OUT OF MY COFFIN
at Twickenham, and on the night before I was
starting my first day's work at the studios, I retired
early to bed in order to be as fresh as possible for
the next morning. After I had been asleep for some
while, I was suddenly awakened by the telephone.
Mrs. Trevelyan, wife of Andres house-master, was
speaking from the college. He had been taken
suddenly very ill, and they had motored him to a
nursing-home in Reading. She asked me to come
down at once. I jumped out of bed, dressed hurriedly
and caught the last train from Paddington Station.
On arriving at Reading I went at once to the
nursing-home, where it was reported to me that an
operation for blood-poisoning had been found
necessary. The surgeon then told me that he feared
the presence of a particular germ, in which case
there would be little hope for the patient. However,
it would not be possible to discover this until forty-
eight hours had passed. But as I was expected at
the film studios for an early start at seven in the
morning, and as the company would have no chance
at such short notice, of procuring a substitute for
me, I had to do my best to be at Twickenham
punctually. Moreover, the surgeon assured me that
I could serve no good purpose in remaining at the
hospital. The Matron and the doctors were extremely
kind to me and very sympathetic, and I knew that
the best attention would be given to my son*
I was brought some food and hot coffee, which
the nurse insisted on my taking, after which the
Matron made me lie on a sofa before the drawing-
room fire, all warmly tucked in blankets, where I
remained until I left by the five-something train
from Reading, and reached the studio in time.